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screen dump: the process of transferring data from a 
computer screen to a printer or storage medium. 
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You deal euphemian . . . and slip past security . . . 
the music half “house . . . clouding the drone . . . 
wandering with couldn ’t care less on inked sleeves 
as if encapsulated messages 
were selling for Junk ... on the street . . . 

Indigents switch ingredients 

for compassion’s busboys . . . all this secondary 

to the concentration on gesture . . . 

the humor disguised as a fatalist’s witty rue . . . 

You jot notes . . . for transcription . . . amid the static 
of traffic lights . . . OGDing night’s follies . . . 
too wired . . . too close ... to close . . . 
rethinking alternatives . . . even when he/she soft focuses 
the context . . . with promises . . .of other worlds . . . 
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Dissecting the sameness ... of long terms 
the insinuations . . . despite the firewall 
the momentary lapses 
followed by naive mea maxima culpas . . . 

How the morning begins with eyes above cups of coffee 

stalls over croissants 

jump “starts ... in the afternoon 

with a double“header . . . 

Then a special delivery ... on a hot fragrant night 

reading between the lines 

your imagination filling the gaps 

because you need Clove?) . . . closure, yes? . . . 

You retreat to seascapes 
to the sound of the surf 
the waves licking the sand 
below small coastal villages 

wedged into the hills ... of your short stories . . . 

And the ambient gestures ... of an intimate bistro 
glasses of pinot noir 

talking up the pleasures of silk . . . the fury of 
connections . . . 

203 

That experts disagree threw you for a infinite loop . . . 



Discovering something . . . then forgetting it . . . 

A tollbooth in the middle of this line 

making it impossible to determine if you are unhappy or 

sublime 

compounded by the desperate obliqueness of the matter ~at~ 
hand . . . 

I mean . . .Really? . . . 

And those bystanders . . . texting like mad . . . 

How could they? . . . 

Then to top it off ... a diagnostic category crashes the 
party 

and upsets the apple cart 

oblivious to the nuances of those in the know . . . 

Listen . . .Why don’t we blow this joint . . . 
and tab ourselves into Never land ... or Whatever land? . . . 
Ctaon . . . Did you think you could sustain the effort? . . . 
What with the baggage that has obliterated your self ie 
and colored your days 

with muted Hallmarkian ramifications? . . . 
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Your fixation on ancient obelisks ... is a pinched nerve 
donanding a steroid injection 
a flippancy that derails dime~a~dozeners . . . 

And now you 're sweating the stylistic devices of S . Freud 
and the probe of this poan 

and the probe of something else not yet identified 
finding yourself in the deli section 
worrying en jambments . . . the accrual of lines 
the orchestration of loneliness . . . 

You 're trying to score , yes? . . . 

Trotting out the notion 

that the poet creates and alleviates loneliness . . . 

I think you’re losing readers 

with your otherness 

with your self “conscious self ie . . . 

They think they know what you’re thinking . . . 

I don ’t think they know . . . 

What do you think? . . . 

Let them continue ... to talk to themselves 
and propose their (unsought) intimacy . . . 

The spin cycle is almost over, yes? . . . 

Trying to figure us out? . . . 



But inconsistency is our forte . . . ourmise en scene . . . 
Beginning with the line How should a person be? . . . 

The nosedive . . . yes ... is bound to happen . . . 

It will give us something to believe in 

if only for the moment . . .parlaying streaming options 

holding us . . . stroking us . . . telling us to remain seated 

for the entire white~knuckle construct 

with complimentary mini“carafes 

of something mint “flavored . . . 
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. . . fiercely wanting, as we all do, just a little more of 
life? 

“Mary Oliver 

That's the funny thing about relinquish . . . 

The Etch “A “Sketch world we inhabit 
is improvisational 
a table-read for a sitcom 
wading through early morning pools 
across mountains . . . and rivers 
taking elanents of calm with our coffee 
before the exit interview 
at a strange station . . . 

You spend the day painting . . . enplein air 
palette loaded with muted pigments 
capturing . . . interpretations of your dreams 
scripts ... to be staged . . . 

This is what you did . . . 

This is what you wanted to do . . . 

Tliis is what you were meant to do . . . 

We all have answers 

some better than others 

well , maybe not better . . . different , yes? 

with tag lines that sometimes grab us . . . 

and hold us . . . gently rocking us . . . in the moment 

forgetting the edge 

letting the body love . . . what it loves . . . 
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Connecting the dots of the day 
magic markers bleed through the paper 



the comers . . . unsafe at any speed . . . 

Geese . . . honk approval 

of coolheaded air traffic controllers . . . 

Too many books soundtracking your life 
too many pictures, yes? . . . 

Reviewing the PowerPoints in your head . . . 

The slides . . . and their seductive asides . . . 

Too much? . . . 

Moments . . . when all data are dumped 

with the sunrise cajoling 

and walking through a field 

you find huge beasts . . . shadowing the sun . . . 
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Again you are in the back seat . . . with a redacted script 
counting the exits the entrances the players . . . and their 
parts . . . 

Your OCD-fueled insistence . . . awaits Throwback Thursday 
with its alternate interpretations . . . its alternate 
positions . . . 

What would happen for example if you encouraged others 
to shed theirmasks . . . their gambits . . . their 
dreamscapes? . . . 

What would happen if you opened yourself 
to the Seven Levels? . . . 

Would the candy store still hold its sweetness? . . . 
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With you taken by digital fluff 

I’ve decided to stop obsessing over . . . the fit and finish 
of bodies in motion 

and instead map the terrain of humdrum . . . 

risking sweet confusion 

with a tongueless loafer 

in residence under the daybed . . . 

idly strumming a guitar 

in a Spanish cafe . . . with apps ... no less . . . 

Why wrinkle at the thought of dawdling 
over the saggy moments 



that will soon overtake us? . . . 

Perhaps the days will turn into fresh loaves 
of sourdough? . . . 

Something we can laugh about , anyway , yes? . . . 
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Illusory at best . . . but then . . . why not? . . . 

The moments . . . peering through the glass . . . 
journal in hand . . . 

When everything . . . and everyone . . . 

What do you mean . . . save it for the judge? . . . 

I have no intention of implsnenting a full “court press . 
And . . . quite frankly ... I don’t care 
what the life coach said . . . 

He too is just going through the motions . . . 

He too knows full well that there are bigger fish to fry . 

With the day turning wintry . . . 

let ’s try to recapture the play 

as it was . . . or , rather , as we rsnember it . . . 

Yes , we ’ve lapsed . . . 

but that ’s what makes it interesting, yes? . . . 
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You should have been carded 
instead of fitted with full“body armor 
as you spasmed awake . . . 

his/her hands explicating your microcosms . . . 

You began a journal . . . 

while lilacs last in the dooryard bloomed . . . 
smoothing out the edges of sitcoms . . . 
your glass in the mirror defying your losses 
which soon increased exponentially 
with the shapes and colors of the rooms 
whose ceilings you’d speed, for restoration 
as you half “listened to nursery rhymes . . . 

Your family and friends gathered 
for deepest sympathies 
but you were elsewhere . . . 
tallying spiders in the trash bags 
that befriended you 
throughout your crusade phase . . . 

You often overdosed 



on the bald spots of left fielders 
as they tongued third base . . . 

This too became grist for your journal 
dictated while your left hand 
maneuvered the yellow Cobra 
repainted red by migrant workers 
who knelt before copies of your field notes 
while regurgitating alma maters 
and telephone numbers 
from restroom stalls . . . 

Concision drove you 

to out ~of “the ~way movie houses . . . 

You loved indies 

and edgy outerwear 

and the five o ’clock shadows 

that caressed your inner sanctum . . . 

Independent studies became your mantra . . . 

How often did you picture the Argonauts 
as you mimicked 

your favorite silent screen stars 

who time and again stiffed you for the last call? . . . 
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Your dreams of curating an exhibit of shopping carts 

ooze seduction . . . 

an overdosing on blue pigment . . . 

a candying of the afternoon . . . 

shoplifted . . . from performance spaces . . . 

where dust refuses to settle . . . 

Persons of interest . . . hiding in the wooden horses . . 

parading through the streets . . . 

await the phases of your tongue which . . . 

like the phases of the moon . . . 

are well “versed in telemetry and round “rob in 

competition . . . 

reducing so “called experts . . . 

to blubbering blunderers . . . 

paper“trailing their oblong lives . . . 

with highlighted aftermaths . . . 

as your delectability seeps through the cacophony . . . 
bewildering those whose pages jockey for translation 
while the moon again engages twenty questions . . . 
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Recalibrating the unnecessary ... as always . . . 

The lines blur . . . 

You escape into your obsessions . . . 

The day arrives amid . . . stars and stripes . . . 
of conspicuous deletions . . . and evacuations . . . 
Clocks lose their patience . . . 
with out ~of “pocket co “pays . . . 
and recurring beginners . . . 

Do something ... in an effort to . . . 

or have you too fallen through the cracks? . . . 

Really? ... If you think about it . . . 

I mean ... if you really think about it . . . 

Certainty peppered with arugula . . . 

Too many covers, yes? . . . 

I would have liked to hear the acoustic stuff . . . 
from their first double album ... of indiscretions . . . 
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The streets fill with widows . . . and widowers 
leashless dogs . . . nightmares . . . 

What’s going on here? . . . 

Sorry for the interruption . . . 

Please continue hitting up liaisons 
for lunch money 

while I sort through pocket change 
for tokens . . . totems . . . talismans 
of past players . . . 

Look , here 's Enzo Ferrari 
fresh from a sabbatical 
pieced together . . . 

You remanber . . . the champagne 

hugging curves in your all “night gymkhana? . . . 

In uniform, yes? 

Meanwhile, homebodies suck up to succubi 
ignoring installation instructions 
and labels on mattresses 
This may cause dizziness . . . 

Do not operate machinery . . . 

Don ’t say we didn 't warn you ! . . . 

Maybe it 's the type of year . . . 
a Michael Jackson type of year . . . 



an Elmer Fudd type of year . . . 

tonal registers . . . bottlenecking . . . 

trash piling up with unretumed retumables . . . 

We have seen the enemy , etc .... 

Open a window . . . will you please? . . . 

The next chapter opens with . . . what? . . . 

The executive chef distracted ... by wallcreepers . . . 
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You try on Saturday . . . for the weekend . . . 

The lure of the costume . . . its episodic fringe . . . 

Little or nothing unwanted . . . 

What about the delicatessen ... or subletting . . . for that 
matter? . . . 

Your bedroom eyes . . . jumpstart my ego . . . 

We need to forward the email 

lest interested parties will lose interest . . . 

Then we '11 have to wade through the cursory intro 
doubtless written by an underling 
trying to score points . . . 

How many times have you gone there ... on a lark? . . . 

Those days . . . my dear . . . always come back 
to haunt you ... in or out of character . . . 
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Your days fill with the rigmarole of incidentals . . . 

And now the weekend . . . with its pudgy demands 
and misapprehensions . . . 

Can you pick up the tab? . . . 

That 's a start at least . . . let 's go . . . from there . . . 

Why forfeit your ability to engage 
by claiming ignorance ... of the material 
covered last week ... in Chapter 11? . . . 

You were tested on it, yes? . . . 

The incomprehensibility you’re experiencing is part of 
the lure . . . 

And the hat? . . . 

Was it the unfunniness of undressing 

before Letterman 's last hurrah 

or something as irksome as plantar fasciitis? . . . 

Wash and wear the evidence 

adrift in espionage . . .with those avatars of yesteryear 



so quick to pounce on inklings . . . 

I know what you 're thinking . . . 
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They said they’re on it ... No reason to doubt them . . . 
What about you? . . . Have you given it any thought 
beyond Bo Peep 's lost sheep? . . . 

Don’t sweat the effluvia of the current moment 
or the cash bar . . . with its sharp edges 
and penchant to stymie . . . 

You have pinned many boggier s to the mat 

and though the outcome has the potential to became 

tiresome 

go with it . . . phone it in . . . 

Unfasten the kayak . . . give it a paddle . . . 

The morning’s yawn . . . sparks a twitch . . . dormant for 
semesters . . . 

Yes, this is! . . . 
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Filling in the gaps . . . you can’t imagine how it’s possible 
to manage beyond the here and now . . . 

Excavating ... to find anew role 

then dropping back . . . 

as if to dust the body for prints . . . 

A car enters . . . and exits . . . and enters ... on cue . . . 

Like many, you believe 

Kid yourself into believing? . . . 

Have the jokers been ranoved from the deck? . . . 

It ’s your turn as bouncer 

as the one who handles situations 

the whatevers of crowds . . . the somethings~or~other . . . 

I should review my notes . . .again . . . 

Funny how words keep changing 
bouncing into acceptabilities . . . 

What’s that? . . . The acceptabilities part? . . . 

I don ’t understand . . . the drama of midday . . . 

Of course, you do . . . 

Of course, you’ve seen it coming . . . 

Of course, we’ve all seen it coming . . . 

The muted tones . . . the outrageousness of being . . . 

And nothingness? . . . Cmon, drop the name, Sartre, yes? . . . 



Standing . . . sitting . . . lying . . . 

Returning to the scene ... or trying to . . . 

Is this your ... as they say . . . comfort zone? . . . 

Just out of reach . . . until . . . BAM ! . . . 
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Was I the same when I got up this morning? 

~ from Alice ’s Adventures in Wonderland 

A labyrinth of incomplete sentences stalks you through a 
minimart . . . 

Your OGD ... on Facebook . . . 

How often have you colored the moment monochromatically 
or flashed gym rats while directing a PowerPoint? . . . 
Later, in the parking lot . . . you’ll have plenty of time to 
pay homage 

to nose jobs and rubbery rules . . . 

Plenty of time to resurface ... in a bowl of Wheaties 
as the gluten “free leave their shoes at the door 
which revolves ... in time to a somnambulist’s thane . . . 
Deleting emails surreptitiously? . . .Why not? . . . 

Please don 't ask ... if I knew ... I now don 't . . . 
or do I? . . . 
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The game is afoot. 

“Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, The Adventures of Sherlock 
Holmes 

The costumes for kayaking will kick it up a notch 

stroke . . . for stroke . . . for stroke . . . 

the line in the parking lot 

waiting to be crossed ... at the creek . . . 

Why spend time categorizing snores? . . . 

This is NOT OKI... 

You excel at pantomime . . . and schadenfreude . . . 

Segueing ... at will ... to questions of 
provenance . . . and grayed “out menu options . . . 

Is there a way around the question of importunity 
where poor choices are commonplace 
and the sloshing is enough to drive some bananas? . . . 
Preconditions? . . .Of course! . . . 



A smattering ... of odds and ends, perhaps? . . . 

Whose words are these anyway? . . . 

Have you run the 5k past your lawyer? . . . 

I demand a recount . . . 

and a transcript of the deposition . . . 

We all know the bigger picture’s call “waiting will only 
wait so long . . . 

Not unlike your own fait accompli, yes? . . . 
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The earliest form of adornment, shells used as beads, 
is thought to date back about 100 ,000 years . 

~ Jenny Diski 

It was on the tip of my tongue . . . but fell through the 
cracks . . . 

Foraging through trash won ’t cut it 

but rest assured you '11 have plenty of time 

when the hard drive crashes . . . 

and the rain drives everyone inside . . . 

The year“end party , yes? . . . overtures . . . what not . . . 
Did someone say Mom and Pop? . . . 

They’ve been out of commission for years . . . 

Time to redeem your coupons for new place settings . . . 
The past is too slippery to hold on to . . . 
despite your delusions and good dental hygiene . . . 
Besides ... it's never as good as you think it was . . . 
Google it if you think I in all wet . . . 

Something will trigger something else . . . and then . . . 
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Funny how costume changes expose our inner brush strokes 
and pave the way for unannounced site visits 
by philatelists worrying event parking . . . 

Ballet dancers with their tight tendons 
and tight buns 

and tight daneanor know this . . . 
know that with the right moves 
you can take yourself to the edge 
straddle it 

and jump off with absolute control . . . 

Playing name games is fun and flirty . . . 



Just ask twizzle “dee and twizzle “dum . . . 

Ha, I knew the bathwater was implicated . . . 

There have always been cover nips 

and TV dinners with missing chapters . . . 

You had hoped to dispel worry . . . but it managed to steal 
home . . . with an abridged version of summer 
as recommended by those counting down the minutes 
to the opening gambit . . . 

Incidentally, when was the last time you forked over 
leftovers 

to passersby who went on to write reams 
about the drudgery of of f “color Junkets? . . . 

Time to adjourn to the Cape, yes? . . . 

Not that you haven’t a history of availing yourself 
of every opportunity you heard about on Staten Island . . . 
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. . . if you scratch an actor you will find a child. 

“ Richard Eyre, Utopia and Other Places 

I have no idea what you 're talking about 
but please continue . . . 

I will set the periodic table as requested 

and master the misquotes 

which should do well on the open market 

despite the niggling problans with fair trade coffee . . . 

Haven’t the cormorants done a masterful job 

shepherding the summer? . . . 

Who would have thought? . . . 

The fascination with constellations 
has sent minions running for cover . . . 

I don ’t understand the point of newsfeeds . . . 

Please be patient with the ATM . . . 

It’s all we have . . . 
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You 're prattling on . . . about barometric pressure and 
migraines . . . 

Hiding under sheets of sound . . . 

trying to make the most of a nose“thumbing day 

that’s threatening to botch the weekend . . . 

Release the algorithms 



but please try not to frighten the newly “hatched 
who have their own 12 “Step program to master . . . 

A hummingbird 's cue 

and you 're into the next chapter and verse 
tallying the circumstances that squeezed through the 
aperture . . . 
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But then someone says . . .Oh, forget it . . . 

So what’s the point? . . . 

Yes , we all mix fragments of memoirs 

into what we would like to think are tasty stews . . . 

puff . . . puff . . . puff . . . the Magic Dragon . . . 

The Etch “A “Sketch approach to lingua franca . . . 

Your meal tucked into Styrofoam . . . 

Your friends . . . back to worrying gingivitis . . . 
Please don 't blame them . . . 

Ask yourself how often you staked the wrong claim 
quibbling over the placement of tchotchkes 
your voice lifting . . . into a marginal climb . . . 
the hometown favorites benched . . . 

And now , Maestro? . . . 

Pinning your spit“shined accomplishments 
as if those in the know knew . . . 

A terracotta trophy supersized for the winner . . . 

225 


. . . nobody, not even the rain , has such small hands . 
“ E. E. Cummings 


Your n of 1 experiment ... or experiments . . . 

where I ~ and many “ have never traveled 

though I to sure our dreams have dipped in a toe or two 

testing the water with a fragility so intense 

its texture colors other lands 

and summons players ... to the play 

conjuring the slots in Atlantic City 

where ... in another time . . . your look unclosed odds“ 

and“enders 

lost in the snows of high summer 
mesmerized by the sound of the bangles 



encircling your thin wrists . . . 
your voice . . . the color of rain . . . 
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Incidentally, the sidebar was a hit 
accolades from the second floor 
vying for a seat behind home plate 
where it always seems . . . 

You could have at least tried 
but.no biggie, I rarely expect more . . . 

It’s Just one of those things 

that seans to gain momentum . . . with each stroke . . . 

Your dreams of gymnasts 

before suiting nip ... or su it ing "down 

for your latest foray . . . into the Land of Reps . . . 

all eyes on your prize~w inning muffins . . . 

A trophy case in a dusty doilied parlor 
Grampa at the Stromberg~Carlson 
the days when (k)nights were bold 
and steeds were prancing 

with poor Miniver growing leaner by the nanosecond . . . 
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It ’s not what you expected . . . 

First Netflix . . .and now? . . . the table read? . . . 

Why think otherwise 

when experience has spelled it out on the whiteboard? . . . 
Editing the one “act might be the way to go 
at least to buy time 

before we go in for the full catastrophe . . . 
tap dancing with bells and whistles 
not unlike those who preregistered 
for the cancelled course . . . 

The life of a delusion can be edifying . . . and fun . . . 

certainly seductive . . . for most . . . 

who instead of skipping to the last chapter 

linger among words elsewhere . . . 

letting the letters slide down their cool bodies . . . 
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Mimicking Whistler ’s Arranganent in Grey and Black No . 1 



you await the voices 

which usually arrive at dinnertime 

with stories, reflections, digressions . . . 

sometimes with histories of common objects 

like salt shakers ... or deodorant sticks . . . 

This is not your mother’s bailiwick . . . 

with its arsenal of words 

jaggedly penciled onto drying canvases 

going head “to “head with Twombly 's crayony 

pronouncements 

from lost worlds . . . 

You color in Agnes Martin 

with a diagnosis of schizophrenia . . . and shock 
treatments 

sitting “ off her rocker ~ on a serious rocker 

in her adobe studio in Taos 

waiting for the voices to quiet 

before resuming her brushwork on six“by“six“foot 

canvases . . . 

A hummingbird at the feeder texts you 
capturing everything but disclosing nothing 
as you exchange protocols 

and arrive ~ with French press “ at the solitude of the 
blank page . . . 
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Into the indescribable ... as if sliding across a mirrored 
floor . . . 

This . . . your focus . . . 

No stranger to Yeats ’s center cannot hold 
you embrace misdirection . . . 
the futility of banoaning . . . 
the loss ... of what? . . . 

In time, notches accrue . . . the word spreads . . . 

The football team . . . out of the huddle . . . 

appears as yesterday ’s super heroes with revisions . . . 

You terminate the hiatus . . . apply for sainthood . . . 

1 ... 2 ... 3 .. . 

while the springing offspring leam to roll with the 
punches 

auditioning . . .auditioning . . . for bit parts . . . 
voiceovers . . . 
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The medievalists in the back carrels are tambour ining . 
fast talking in a dead language 

about Intensive Outpatient Programs . . . I0P for short . 
I ’ve had enough for one day with fancy fonts . . . 

I to not about to jump into anything willy ~nilly . . . 

Slip on your four or five inch heels 

and avail yourself of every nook and cranny . . . 

Take the alternate route to Grandmother 's house . . . 
Dickinson’s Wheels of Birds . . . await your arrival . . . 
I’ve no idea what I to waiting for . . . 
no idea whatsoever . . . 

This happens to you , as well , yes? . . . 

Call me when it ’s over ... we ’ll ask for seconds . . . 

That '11 throw some for a loop . . . 
dislodging the boredom of board games 
with a few tidbits from Wittgenstein . . . 
or Whitman . . . 

A blind alley . . . for sure . . . 

where you choke on one after another? . . . 

And you thought it was the expected thing to do? . . . 
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The unreasonable shoes of infidelity track mud 
into your room 

where you lie as if dissected 
tossing words to the wind 
vetting your casual partners . . . 

Apparently you 've forgotten that walls have ears . . . 
Again . . . yes, begin again . . . 

Remove your wrap . . . 

Label your inked body parts . . . 

You will find yourself in Chapter 3 of a novella 
with characters muting themselves 
to impress you . . . 

A UPS truck will try to insinuate itself . . . 

Frozen moments . . . but not without excitement . . . 

The image of you jumping rope . . . 

The dissonant notes of a life . . . 

Did you cross the breezeway as scripted? . . . 
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Stymied by incipient conversationalists . . . 
telanarketers . . . debunked scout leaders . . . 
wrong “way “Corr igans 

who believe the end justifies something . . . 

Amid the glory . . . you do rsnember , yes? . . . 

Curfew was always a boondoggle 
for those being groomed . . . 

We waited for the reflection in patent leather . . . 
anticipating a world . . . out of reach . . . 
a world of bells and whistles . . . 

Your life as a jpeg is about to begin . . . again 
with Apple’s release of iOS 9 . . . 

Accelerate to Park Place on the board 
then jump ship and swim to the white sands 
of your fantasies . . . 

You remanber clubbing . . . and the displaced . . . 
their winsome troubling hands . . . 
their grand slams . . . their false starts . . . 
their disheartening journeys in staircases . . . 

Are you taking notes? . . . 

There’s an email in your inbox with store credit . . . 
and your next assignment . . . 

Trot out the Seven Levels ... go with Door #2 . . . 

There will be a place for you . . .for us . . . 
a place hidden from the commonplace . . . 
with reboots . . .downloads . . .and much ado . . . 
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Accidental or artificial? . . .you 're not sure . . . 

But the lyrics no longer do . . . 

And the sidewalks have changed . . . and the faces on the 
street . . . 

and the en jambments . . . 

You deserve a beard today . . . 

with roving philosophers . . . David Letterman 

and cluster flies . . . 

Am not I a fly like thee? . . . 

Hmm . . . time to phone a friend, yes? . . . 

Attach yourself to the next docent . . . 

Don’t worry about the moments that seem alien . . . 
Everything is not meant to fall into place . . . 



despite the signage . . . clammy with fear . . . 

Let your fingers do the talking . . . 

Forestall the inevitable wrong turn ... if you can . . . 
That 's it . . . take the next bus . . . 
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You see yourself on a train . . . pulling out of a station 
and worry exposure . . . 

your eyes filling with after-images of another life . . . 

If only we could apply the filter in real-time . . . 

teasing would-be fornicators . . . and followers 

with words in the round . . . round words 

morphing into quintuplets 

who , as far as the eye - your eye - can see, 

will became first-rate watercolorists 

flanking the moments when understudies call from below as 

if you - 

only you ~ can grasp the turpentine in their lines . . . 

235 

Some part of me has always been drawn to stories of 
obsession . 

- Elizabeth Ellen 

Appropriating words from an old dictaphone . . . 

I was asked to write this . . . 

You recall the manic chatter . . . and the final moments 

tinged with blinking neons 

and barges slipping through narrow canals . . . 

You become obsessed with dilated pupils . . . 
googling the association between 
dilation and attraction . . . 

You begin collecting photographs 
of faces with dilated pupils . . . 
black and white photographs . . . 

Etch -A -Sketching the distance between you and than . . . 
the image narrating your moods . . . 

Off hours , you recall the hours 
spent playing Slippery . . . 
obsessing over whether the eyes 
of the one who was It were dilated . . . 
and whether it was an advantage . . . 



in the darkness . . . and after . . . 

You remonber studying his/her face 

the expression . . . and how it changed . . . 

with the story . . . 

and how you began taking notes 

to memorialize the moment . . . 

the moment that would insinuate itself . . . 

again and again . . . into your obsession . . . 
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The inopportune moment . . . when the pieces threaten 
to fall into place . . . and the time machine on the 
windowsill 

begins churning out what sesns to be nonsense . . . 

But isn t that what it 's all about? . . . 

Spectrums of manor ies . . . partners . . . friends . . . 
gathering for a barbecue ... in someone’s backyard? . 
Trips along the yellow brick road ... to Never land? . . 
Aloof in Never land . . . despite resolutions . . . 
despite dreams . . . 

despite the familiar resurfacing . . . again . . . 
and again . . . 

amanuenses taking down your sputterings . . . 

This and other talianans scaffolding your delusion . . 

237 

Sentences brimmed with allusion . . . pace the halls . . 
You as subject? . . . object? . . . 

I will find meaning between the lines . . . 

Auditioning . . . despite the nausea . . . 

A curiosity that refuses to be quenched ... by routine 
En pointe . . . the indifference disappears 
as you immerse yourself in the choreography . . . 
Perhaps the excitonent of what ’s supposed to matter? . 
of what’s supposed to happen? . . . 
or what you hope will happen? . . . 

Forgetting the roadmap in the cereal box . . . 

and the acquaintances with their run~on sentences . . . 
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This is not a room for making spaghetti . . . 



There are yurts for that sort of thing . . . 

All buttoned up against the cold . . . with leggings even . 
transferring balances . . . just because . . . 
orchestrating the place settings for a birthday bash . . . 
Little matter . . . the conspiratorial deadline 
with players arranging themselves for photo~shoots . . . 
will remain chemically imbalanced . . . 

You were meant to follow along? . . . 

I don ’t think so . . . 

Since when did you trouble yourself with nuances . . . 
or with the tracks of Sunday schoolers? . . . 

This could be a stopgap ... a hack ... a time for 
reflection . . . 

living in a new warp . . . with all that time to prep . . . 
and tweak your MO... 

A tad rusty . . . but who 's counting? . . . 

You recall your 20s . . . 

with the devil~may~care costumes . . . 

jotting scripts from late night t@te~a~t@tes 

as you made your way across town 

in the back seat of a cab . . . 
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We are all tunnelers . . . inhabiting grocery lists . . . 
flirting with former selves . . . 

dispatched by voiceovers . . . into the wind and rain and 
darkness . . . 

Is living in the moment an option . . . 
or has it too been grayed “out by instrumentalists 
who hold the key . . . and the score ... to the latest 
overture? . . . 

Recapping what led tip to wherever we are . . . 
poses difficulties . . . though not insurmountable . . . 

It ’s nothing more than what we 're good at . . . 

Making do with the lakeside cabin 
of our dreams 

while clinging to the hope of finding the final piece to 
the puzzle 

that peers from the loneliness of our back room closet 
where the spirits of players 
await the opening of the Series . . . 
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Your inner Groucho tickled, you begin unpacking your 
ditties 

for another weekend of he said she said . . . 
cataloging the anptiness of mismatched furniture 
and late might detective shows . . . 

You could have told me . . . about the insignificance 
begging to be jotted down . . . 

I am ready for the interview . . . 

Stung into disbelief . . . you choose not to follow along . 
Good for you ! . . . 

Forget the trenches . . . you were not meant for trenches . 
A certain foolishness enters the room . . . 

You can 't help yourself ... as you study yourself in the 
mirror . . . 

But I know the ending . . . 

Really? You know the ending? ... to what? . . . 

All endings are pretty much the same, yes? . . . 

I want to float unfettered in a hot-air balloon 
high above the cities . . . and towns . . . and canals . . . 
of your imagination . . . 

I know where I have been ... I know that much . . . 

I have always aimed to please . . .myself, of course . . . 
Etvous? . . . 
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You make a funny face . . . and know you are kidding . . . 
slipping it past the others 

as the car warms for the trip . . . over the bridge 
and into the City . . . 

with Gram taking pictures of you costumed 
like everyone else 

cut to hook the imagination and jumpstart the excursion 
into the clubs of the good . . . the bad . . . and the ugly . . 
It’s not just a game, yes? . . . 

It’s a passage . . . amaze of hooplas . . . 

I am like them . . . 

nurturing the stages of development . . . 

as experimenter . . . 

double~blinding players . . . 

hairy . . . hom~a~plentied . . . 

with lips and tongue . . . fake phone numbers . . . 



and more . . . 

from an irretrievable uneditable unconscious . . . 
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Your texts drip drama . . . with intermissions . . . 

intrusions . . . 

impersonal enunciations . . . 

free popcorn . . . 

Trailing around with pockets turned out . . . 
submarining . . . 

Can we label this happenstance? . . . 

We interrupt this program for debugging, yes? . . . 

The corrections shouldering their way 
into the everyday . . . 

bathed in florescence . . . in phosphorescence . . . 
in nonchalance ... as if it were . . . 

Inasmuch as it is, yes? . . . 

The excitement of the express line . . . orgasmic . . . 
Carpooling on a cloudy day ... in the passing lane . . . 
Passing cars on the bridge . . . 

The stalled cars from your past . . . 

In the back seat of the stalled cars from your past . . . 

I to trying to counterbalance things here . . . 

The interference though is getting the upper hand . . . 

Why bother? . . . you have to ask? . . . 

You have to ask? . . . 

Why excuse yourself, then, . . .when so much is at stake? . . 

W itches burned at the stake ! . . . 

as if we were someone else . . . penning anecdotes . . . 
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You wake with Emily Bronte ... in your head . . . 
and begin the day on page 216 . . . 

Thewhacher Cher spelling) . . . 
watches kites circle prey . . . 
as the days of your life open 
to the middle chapters 

hewn in a wild workshop CCharlotte on Wuther ing Heights ) 
which at best (lately) are lackluster 
and could use a fresh coat of paint 
like the eyesore down the block . . . 

You ignore the lookalike crouching in the comer 



a would “be wannabe . . . who cameo 'd on Wheel of Fortune 
lusting after Vanna White . . . andPatSajak . . . 

The tale of two tongues? . . . 

Where did all this come from? . . . 

Surely a MacArthur Fellow . . . 

had she not predeceased John D and Catherine T . . . 

There are other items on your to “do list 

which most likely will get back“bumered . . . given the 

bareness . . . 

of diagramming incomplete sentences to feed your OCD . 
your biographers ... as well as the limp but happy 
stalkers 

from the House of the Rising Sun . . . appeased . . . 
Overhearing only the first half of the sentence? . . . 
But then . . . with the playoffs . . . a bit of calm . . . 
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The body unfolds . . . from a night of nightmares . . . 

ignoring joint pain . . . GERD . . . 

dissonant chapters in out “of “print books . . . 

It recoils . . . and enters a whitewashed room 
to collect itself . . . and the empties . . . 
circling . . . and circling . . . 
trying not to make eye contact . . . 
trying not to engage Cenrage?) others . . . 

The choreography is deformed . . . preposterous . . . 
Words await words . . . 

as news continues to pummel commuters . . . 

The world . . . out of balance . . . torqued . . . 
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They ’re talking doorbusters . . . 
but you are trying to pace yourself 
sacred in your innocence 
editing notes you’ve jotted down 
from the notebook 
of your cubonate . . . 

You like to jump fences 

and feed birds who ride the rails . . . 

Take down the tree , they say . . . 

You ignore them . . . 
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You sleep through solicitations 

and are ticketed for doing 62 on the off ramp 

claiming Black Friday 

and a Magical Mystery Tour of Wicker at Pier 1 . . 
A concave mirror intrudes . . . 

You see yourself flirting 
with a fact~checker 

whose life resembles a cookie cutter . . . 
dropping facets faster than names . . . 
which no sooner skip to freedom 
through an artichoke grove . . . 

Someone insists a bam swallow . . . 

You have something else in mind 
a vestige of one of your deep fantasies . . . 
an inferno of arms and legs . . . 

Do you recall packing for the weekend . . . 
worrying that your tablet would hang? . . . 

I thought not ! . . . 

Indeed he/she did in fact hang on your every bite 
working through that log of braciole . . . 
though it was apparent that Bela Lugosi 
at the other table had rung the wrong bell . . . 

A tad ticklish ... to say the least . . . 
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You rearrange yourself for the next take . . . 
Cameras capture still ~lifes . . . 

The film crew channels Morandi . . . 

I to not interested in additional rehearsals . . . 
Shooting cold ignites me . . . 

Isn ’t it best to see aesthetics for what they are? 
A blush on the side of a bam? . . . 

Reenactors on tiptoes . . . 

Why present life chronologically . . . cutting and 
pasting the elsnents of style as they occur? . . . 
Exceptions ”R’’Us . . . 
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A new you . . .with a new ’do . . .will debut 
in a pair of pink satin coveralls 



from Frederick’s of Bollywood . . . 

rollerblading burgers and Rustoleum at Sonic . . . 
dreaming a lateral to Hooters . . . 

Pat Sa jak sitting on Vanna White ’s Facebook page 
while phoning a friend . . . 

He is the rhinestone cowboy ... of your future . . . 

The irrepressible urge to enter the Witness Protection 
Program 

forehead etched with years of hustling Bic disposables . 

I to Popeye the Sailor Man 1 
I to Popeye the Sailor Man I 
I hi Popeye Doyle ! . . . 

I hi Popeye Doyle the Sailor Man ! . . . 

Your body double . . . double parked . . . pole~dancing in 
the cupola . . . 

The neighbors . . . out to lunch . . . 

What came first? . . . 

The chicken ... or the frozen egg? . . . 

249 

The absurdist in you grabbed me mid “crunch . . . 

I’ve decided to continue the melodrama 

with visitors in scene three costumed as dispassionate 

LPNs 

on lunch break 

arguing the latest in metaphysical footwear . . . 

Again, you will recognize yourself 
despite your alter ego . . . 
despite the shout “outs . . . 

You have became irresistible ... to same . . . 
a stand~in . . . for many . . . 

I’ve felt it in my bones ... or something like that . . . 
Nothing transcendental . . . nothing osmotic . . . 
just the same~old same~old 
with its lollygagging personae 
defacing self ies . . . 

Do you really want to kick it up a notch? . . . 



Little repercussion, yes? . . . 

Besides, the holidays are ready to pounce ... so , who 
knows? . . . 

Midsections intruding . . . 

I’ve lost my place . . .again . . . 
in line ... in the book . . . 

Beware gestures that bespeak the other . . . 

I recommend googling that . . . 

For example, did the voiceovermean what it said . . . 
trapped as it was inside an anachoic chamber? . . . 

The right stuff ... or the real stuff . . . whichever . . . 
Don’t worry . . . you’ll have time . . . 
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Your UGG knockoffs do indeed send a message . . . however 
cryptic . . . 

As it should be , yes? . . . 

What manner of brouhaha for the holidays? . . . 

Anecdotes keep a 'Twittering . . . 

what with thirteen filibusterers a 'filibustering . . . 
to say nothing of the conundrum with the A + students . . . 
who have failed to belt themselves in for the inevitable 
crash . . . 

and will doubtless end up on the cutting room floor . . . 
And , yes , the departure . . . from reality . . . 
encased in a cloche . . . 

Your pockets fill with familiarities . . . 
but will that be enough? . . . 

The Times They Are A ~Changin ' . . . indeed! . . . 

I ta sure he/she meant well . . . despite the posturing, 
et cetera . . . 
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